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speaks of his Mistress some thought that
came to him not for the sake of poetry,
but for love's sake, and the emotion instead
of dissolving into detached colours, into
" the spangly gloom" that, Keats saw
" froth and boil" when he put his eyes
into " the pillowy cleft,55 speaks to her in
poignant words as if out of a tear-stained
love-letter :
" Unhappie   verse,   the   witnesse   of   my
unhappie state,
Make thy selfe fluttring winge for thy fast
flying
Thought, and fly forth to my love where-
soever she be.
Whether lying restlesse in heavy bedde,
or else
Sitting so cheerlesse at the cheerful boorde,
or else
Playing alone carelesse on her heavenlie
virginals.
If in bed, tell her that my eyes can take no
rest;
If at boorde tell her that my mouth can
eat no meate;
If at her virginals, tell her that I can heare
no mirth."